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exchanged news. The leader and his sturdy companion then
turned eastward off the trail, and climbed steadily on to the
great icy plateau* The surface was so soft that they had to
resort to relaying half-loads. There was, of course, some danger
in this proceeding during snowstorms, but their aeroplane com-
passes were so steady that they did not lose one another.

A week's hard work brought them to the top of the last ridge
at 6000 feet. From there they could see ahead a high rocky
pyramid peak and a new range of mountains silhouetted against
the evening light. For the next few days they trudged along
towards a pass near the pyramid peak. On pitching their high-
est camp at 7500 feet, they found that the great peak, named
Mount Wakefield, was 12000 feet higher still. From this high
point they had hoped to be able to look down into the Weddell
Sea, but they were surprised to find yet another plateau stretch-
ing away for another twenty or thirty miles to the east and then,
in the far distance, yet another mountain range.

The dogs raced across the plateau, and the next day found
the lone explorers twisting and turning in the coastal ranges*
But presently they were held up by badly crevassed glaciers and
had to turn in their tracks. Bingham lost his leading dog in one
hole, while another fell out of his harness on to a ledge about
thirty feet down. Rymill lassoed the dog with a climbing rope,
and dragged him up by the neck, apparently without any ill-
effects ! For three days they had to lie up because of gales, but
at length they reached a high point from which they had a clear
view to the south and east. Christmas Day found them still
struggling to find a way through the range down to the sea.
The task eventually proved impossible, but they managed to
make a map of the Weddell Sea coastline, which ran north-
south for about fifty miles and then swung out to form a moun-
tainous point about sixty miles away. Thqn they began the
return journey; good going enabled them to cover fifty-four
miles in two days and soon they were looking down into
Marguerite Bay.

The following is an extract from Southern Lights, byj. Rymill:

We were still 130 miles from home, but the fiist sight of well-
known landmarks and the sea gave us a pleasant sensation of
familiarity, which was a relief after the austere country through